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impasse 


Author's Notes: 
When Bill left the band..the first time, and my (crackified) theory as to why. 


Bill didn't necessarily see the sense in memorizing the tenants of Adam Smith, as he believed they were wholly 
self-evident and he could expound upon them if requested, but he knew university was just another form of 


hierarchal discipline. If he could survive the semester then he imagined things could only get easier. 


Abandoning his books and notes for a moment he rose to change the record on his stereo. Just as side two of 
Art Blakey's Orgy In Rhythm, Volume | began, someone was knocking at the door to his room, in annoyingly 
contrapuntal rhythm. Bill frowned, then froze. He knew only one person who actually possessed the ability to be 


annoying in such a fashion. He pulled at his blond mop of curls in frustration 
"Goddamn it," he whispered to the door, "what are you doing here?" 


The knocking did not cease. Bill opened the door, hoping to catch the perpetrator in mid-knock so that he might 
fall into the room to great comedic effect, but as the other's specialty was being annoying, he only looked 


surprised, green eyes going wide to see an equally round pair of blue eyes coldly staring him down, 

"Hllo Fishy. Are you lost?" 

| wish | didn't know where you lived, but there tis.” 

"Here to see me? Whatever for?" 

"Nappy!" Chris called out testily down the hallway. "Christ, move yer arse!" 

‘I'm coming!" Jon walked up, with a sly smile. "There's lots of lovely birds here, Bill, | must say." 

Bill knew immediately, then, why they were there. And the problem was their visit wasn't entirely unwelcome. 
Christ Im an idiot 

"Gonna let us in, then?" Chris asked, in his spectacularly bitchy way. 

| haven't decided yet 


"We brought you something," Jon said, holding up a mesh shopping bag. "To fortify you through the cold 
nights." 


‘ls it tuppence for the meter? I'm not inclined to desire much else." 
If you don't let us in I'm going to punch you." 


"Still desiring to get your swing in, yes I'm aware, Fishy. But announcing it in advance isn't going to help you 


prevail." 

Chris leaned forward, and Bill found himself starting at the sight of that flinty bone structure up close. 
He's damned attractive at the strangest moments. 

"Piss. Off" 

"Be happy to, if you lot weren't crowding my doorstep." 

"C'mon Bill," Jon pleaded in his soft burr, "need to talk to you." 


Bill stepped back, sighing, swinging his arm in the direction of the sitting room. His ex-bandmates entered and 


sat down on the sofa. Bill shut the door and turned down the volume on the stereo. 


"How'd you find me? Don't recall telling you which hall | was in" 


"We just asked ‘round till we found someone who knew you," Jon replied, reaching into the bag. "Here," he said, 


proffering a bottle of scotch. 

"A bribe, | see. Wot's the terms?" 

"Are you going to continue to muck about with this nonsense?" Chris demanded, with a dearth of tact. Jon 
rolled his eyes and grimaced at his bandmate. Chris then lit a cigarette and the rest followed suit. Bill couldn't 
help but smirk behind the pall of smoke which filled the space between them. 


"So you miss me, eh?" 


Jon sighed. He was hoping to be able to appeal to Bill's ego before having to admit the truth. "Look, you saw us 
with ORiley..he's terrible!" 


Bill's smirk became a mischievous grin, observing Chris’ discomfort. "Yes he is rather awful, isn't he?" 


"You needn't sound so fucking smug ‘bout it!" Chris exclaimed, another green-eyed glare aimed at his ex- 


drummer. 
Bill's movements were deliberate and slow: flicking ash into a saucer liberated from the dining hall, sitting back 
and crossing his arms against his chest as he took a drag, exhaling and puckering his lips as if he was 


considering any number of responses. 


‘lam aware you cannot be bothered to extend even the slightest amount of regard to me, either for my 


abilities or my personage, but | believe | have the right to know, Chris..why do you want me to come back?" 
Bill smirked to see Jon give Chris a pinch as the other opened his mouth in what appeared to be exasperation 
"Roy got us one of the opening slots for Cream's farewell gig. They're playing -" 

"Yes | heard. Rather a coup, isn't it?" 

Jon leaned forward, his voice moving into a higher range as it tended to do when he was speaking with 
enthusiasm. "Its a mega opportunity for us, to be seen by other people who can get us gigs, keep us working, 


and for more money.” 


"We could all use more of that, | agree. It's a miracle you've managed to survive up to this point..how'd you 


get the booze, then? Did you nick it?" 


Jon looked momentarily guilty and Bill chuckled through another exhale, though he was looking at Chris who was 
trying not to look at him, but he could see the surreptitious glance through his fringe. 


‘Oh aren't you domestic, Bru? Shall | find you an apron?" 

Bill was impassive as he scrubbed a sinkful of dishes. "Someone's got to do the washing up before we're invaded and 
carried off by vermin" 

Knowing his hands were otherwise occupied, Chris took the opportunity to weave long fingers into those golden curls 
he envied..though one would have to hold him at gunpoint to get him to admit it 

"Dunno Bil, | think you like housework. And you'd look so fetching in frills" 

"Fish, get your grimy fingers out of my hair. And yes, | imagine Id look rather fetching in anything..but HI leave the 
dress-up fo you and Nappy, you are both so enamoured of looking pretty." 

Chris leaned in, Bill was somewhat alarmed fo realize that he could feel the other distinctly as Chris pinned him 
against the sink..and evidence of something was entirely apparent. "My fingers are not grimy, you prat. And | am 
pretty, prettier than you." 

‘Ave no opinion concerning that, thankfully." 

Warm breath tickled his ear, stirred his hair, and he shivered against his bandmate. 

‘I know you do, but you're a right bastard, Bru. Cant be bothered to be nice." 

Bill shut his eyes, feeling dizzy, thinking of Carolyn, reminding himself that he was not the sort given fo silly 
crushes..especially for those people he truly could not stand 


‘Christopher, | swear if you do not leave this room now you will regret it." 
Bill knew he was being foolish, but he had to hear it. 


"Suddenly | am a necessary component for success. It would have been nice to hear such a thing when | was 


actually in the band." 
Chris made to angrily retort and Jon pinched him again. Chris gave Jon a push and slapped his hand. 
"Bugger off, you fucking sprite!" 


What? Don't fell me Fish has bought into that nonsense as well Though | suppose it's inevitable whenever sex is 


involved. 
Bill imparted a silent thank you to Carolyn for being a sensible kind of girl. 


A moment stilled with a word and Jon observed the tableau. Bill and Chris were staring at one another and his 
heart thudded to suddenly discern the problem. It wasn't merely that Bill considered himself so alien to the 


others, so logical and grounded. Yet he was a being of logic, it informed his timekeeping in an amazing way. 
By the Pantheon, fishy, Hl never be enough for you, will /? 


They were all stupid, for various reasons, and therefore what better reason to sail together, on a vessel 
which would ultimately find the way to Paradise, likely in spite of them rather than because of their combined 
abilities. Jon was willing to tell Bill whatever he wanted to hear in order to return..but keeping him, that was 


going to be the problem. Because his desire for sensibility was so strong, and there was nothing particularly 


sensible about their endeavour. But it was destined, for all of them. 
More fool you that you actually believe it, the voice of the Infinite informed him. 
Jon sighed, and spoke another word which allow Time to move forward once again. 


Bill blinked to see Jon suddenly standing, and reflexively regarded the bottle of scotch, still untouched, on the 
table between them all. 


"This is a one-off, and yes, you are important to us, I've never said any different. If you really want to chuck 
it all to go to uni then we can't stop you, of course. But please, Bill, we need you for this. We need you to be 
who we are but if we can't have you then at least can we borrow you?" 


Bill shrugged. Despite his misgivings about Jon he couldn't deny that the other had always been admiring and 
encouraging. It was one reason he had endured the whole miserable experience as long as he had. Bill didn't 
believe there was any particular virtue in struggling to survive, and no reason why he should He was smart, 
and talented, and could make a future for himself and Carolyn in one way or another. He loved music but 


music wasn't everything, it was ridiculous to believe that it could be. 


"Whats that youre playing on top?" 

‘Sthe melody." 

‘No, not Jon's melody. A melody, to be certain" 

"What the bloody hell ddya ask me for, then, if you know its the melody?!" 

"Wondered if you knew." 

‘Sod off, Bill | know more ‘bout arrangements than youll ever learn." 

"Fishy, | realize your childhood chorale putterings have led you to believe youre astute about music, but there's so 
much you dont know, actually. However, | think you're on to something there. Play it again." 

Chris continued to look annoyed, but played the bassline again and Bill smiled 

"Thats rather clever. Imagine my surprise. Do it again, let me try something." 

Bill played a more intricate rhythm to compliment the melody, realizing there would be three different elements 
occurring at the same time and it made him smile. Then Chris smiled at him, also in recognition, and suddenly he 


felt strangely elated 
Bill looked at Chris, his face was largely devoid of expression but his eyes were seeking an answer. 


Bill picked the lock on the bathroom door and smirked fo see an annoyed bandmate suddenly submerge in the 
bathtub 

"Fucking hell, Bil, Im having a bath!" 

"Youre always having a bath, which shouldnt preclude the rest of us from fulfilling other biological functions. Need 
fo piss. Try not to stare at my dick in awe, hmm?" 

‘Ive seen it, dear, and its not particularly impressive." 

If only the guy wasn't so damned fey all the time, it rather made one wobbly at odd moments 

‘Have you? Peeping Fish, eh? HI just chalk that assessment up to your own sense of inadequacy." 


Chris spit out a stream of bathwater which hit Bills leg as he urinated 
‘Don't make me piss in your face, Christopher." 


An answer which he didn't really want to hear. 


An early morning, far too early to be fully awake in pewter light, a strange gray cast to everything Bill heard the 
latch on the opposite door and came through his own, shivering even under jeans and jumper thrown over flannel 
pyjamas. 

Chris started to see him, falling against the door clutching his chest. 

"Christ Bill, y'cant come at a chap like that!" he whispered loudly 

‘can when that chap and his secret paramour have woken me up at bloody five-thirty in the morning with their 
caterwauling." 

There it was, that haughty annoyed glare..which Bill found fascinating in a way he wasnt willing to admit. 

"l dunno what you're on about -" 

‘Oh but you do, Fishy. | dont give a toss bout what you two care to do but when you keep me from sleeping then 
l am gravely concerned. Not to mention that it doesn’t appear to be helping anything, you fight constantly. At the 
very least you could pretend to be pleasant to someone you're shagging isn’t that how it works?" 

Bill anticipated the blow and dodged it easily. When Chris made to throw another punch the other quickly got in one 
of his own..he imagined he had the advantage merely because Chris likely hadn't slept the night. He staggered 
sideways and hit the wall with a thud 

‘Don't make the mistake of assuming that because you're taller you're always going to thump me, or anyone else. 
Some of us know how to spar fairly well" 

A bruise was forming on Chris‘ right cheekbone. 

(Bet Nappy will kiss it better.) 

Bill recoiled within his mind..what brought that on? 

"You are going to regret that, Bil." 

"There's a long ist of things | regret, Chris, and meeting you is the first item." 


"How much are you getting paid for the gig?" 

It's a ‘special fee’ Twenty-five pounds.” 

"I see Roy's business acumen hasn't particularly improved" 

"The money's not the issue!" Chris exclaimed. "The prestige is invaluable!" 


"You can't eat prestige, Fishy,” Bill replied. "Nor can you drink it, smoke it, or use it to fuel Big Red.all of which 


are issues in and of themselves." 
Chris stood up, and the others rose to their feet as well, in anticipation of what might occur. 


| should have known you'd be like this, you fucking cunt. Let's go, Nappy." 


"Sit downl" Jon shouted, but Chris chose not to move, crossing his arms and looking murderous. 

| honestly do not wish you any ill will, either of you, or anyone else associated with this ridiculous enterprise. 
But | can't live like that: scrabbling for pounds and pence and living in squalor, in close proximity to people I'm 
not sure | care to know, being privy to things | wish | never knew -" 

"Shut yer rutting gob, you insufferable bastard!" 


Chris was in Bill's face, and Bill did not flinch. 


"Sit down!" Jon thundered, in a commanding tone he knew Chris would obey. Bill did as well, it worked on human 
hearing without fail. 


"Bill, you were born to play music. Maybe you don't know that yet, but you will. It's difficult to retain faith 


when you're struggling, | agree, but we believe in you, in a way no one else ever will” 

Bill blinked to behold Jon at that moment, he seemed to..shimmer. 

Teach me to go without brekkie, Im having an actual hallucination. 

"Please Bill, you never know what might come of this opportunity. For all of us." 

Bill sighed. He missed it, missed them. But he would never say it. 

"All right, I'll do the gig. But don't ask me for anything else.’ 

"Thanks ever so," Chris shot back sarcastically and Bill was on his feet again 

"You know what happens when you push me too far, Christopher, or do | need to refresh your memory?" 
"Just try it!" Chris declared, once again right in front of the other and they were both breathing hard. 


Jon threw up his hands and spoke a word as a charm. It wouldn't solve the problem but it would keep them 


from hurting each other. 
"Ser." 


He left the room and sat outside on the steps, watching the pretty girls and wondering what life at university 
was like. The scent of youth was particularly heady to his elder reckoning. 


| cant stand you, | never have." 


"You think you're so much better than everyone, it sickens me." 


"You think all you have to do is stand in the right light, toss your hair, and the world is at your feet. Youre 


the insufferable one." 
"You think you're so bloody clever, with your poison tongue." 


The evocation of physicality, it brought the two to a precipice which seemed so very dangerous. They tried to 
stop talking, but they could not. 


"You're not pretty where it counts, y'know. Ugly on the inside: selfish, scheming, lying, amoral, egotistical 
bastard." 


"You're not half as talented as you think you are. You're too busy feeling superior to actually do anything 


useful" 
"| don't care how well you play, you will never be anything but despicable in my eyes 

"And you could be the best drummer on Earth - which you are not - and still | would despise you utterly" 
And then, the truth was revealed in a way which involved the use of tongues, if not actual words. They fell 
back, each looking utterly horrified, panting and sweating, and Chris literally ran from the room, down the hall 


and into the light of day..if not actual sanity. 


Bill couldn't study, merely stared into space as he laid on the sofa. What was the point? He knew he was 


doomed. 


Goddamn you. 


"Look, there's a caf, should we stop?" 

"No. Just want to go home." 

"What're you so gloomy for, Fishy? It worked, didn't it?" 

"Did it? Its going to be more of the same torture." 

"There's always a price for what you want," Jon pronounced, taking a drag on a cigarette then passing it to his 
partner. "Some are worse than others but the thing itself in this case is us, our music, spreading all over the 


world." 


"You think he'll come back." 


"| know he will" 


Chris shook his head. He didn't want to know. Jon gave him a sidelong glance, scrutinizing his discomfort. The 


truth might make him behave, but the other doubted it. And that was the price he paid for falling for a cold 
fish. 


